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the singed woollens and I snatched up the candle in a way which
redoubled Lucretia's mirth.
Advent Sunday, 3 December. My birthday
Holy Communion. Sadly few communicants. Almost the
smallest number I ever saw here.
Champagne at dinner at the Vicarage and a capital plum pudding
in honour of my birthday.
Monday, 4 December
The sun went down behind the dark round of the Old Forest
filling the air with a strange yellow splendour and brightness as of
the colour of shining brass.
Called on Hannah Whitney. I told her of the tomb of Walter
Whitney. She had never seen the tomb and did not know of it,
but she said she thought it must be the tomb of her grandfather's
cousin. 'You are of a better family than many of the gentlemen
round here/ I said. 'I know it,1 said the old woman proudly. If I
were any the better for that,' she added with a half sigh. "Thank
God for my bit of breed/ she said cheerfully.
She was sitting at her frugal tea at her tittle table by the fire in
her humble cot, this descendant of a line of squires. I told her I
could see her good blood in her face. She replied that she had no cause
to be ashamed of her family. The old woman was daily, hourly,
expecting a load of club coal from Hay for her scanty store was
nearly exhausted and the weather is sharp.
Knocked all to pieces to-day with face ache, feeling miserable,
stiff, sick and nohow.
Friday, 8 December
News came to Hereford to-day that the Prince of Wales is much
worse, dying it is thought.
Sunday, 10 December
The blue mountains were silver-ribbed with snow and looked
like a dead giant lying in state — a Titan.
Thursday, 14 December
The anniversary of the Prince Consort's death ten years ago, and
people were very anxious about it for it was said the Prince of Wales
was conscious of the day, but to-day the Prince is better. Thank
God.

